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THIS IS MASTER BOBBIE DEE 
PROUD OF HIS GARDEN AS HE 


AS WELL AS HIS SEEDS 
AND NEVER LETS EITHER 
BRING FORTH ANY WEEDS. 
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ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 


Friday, August 3d. 
EAR Uncle Paul—I know I promised to write 
a note every day, and to send them to you every 
week, but I just had to skip yesterday. 
When I woke up it was raining very hard. 
I felt tired all over, like I do all the time now, 
and I just knew something terrible was going to 
happen. Sure enough it did, too. Mother 
came in pretty soon, and told me that she and 
Daddy had to take a long business trip, and that they were 
going to send me to Aunt Martha’s at once. 

How in the world can I stand to live at Aunt Martha’s, 
away out in the country where it is dusty and hot—not 
warm? And my pretty dresses; I had been thinking how 
beautiful all those silk and lacy dresses Madam Gownem had 
been making for me would look at the beach, and in those 
lovely hotels we always visit, but now I won’t get to wear 
them! I’ve seen Aunt Martha’s picture, and I don’t like 
her, and I am sure the boys would chase me with bugs. I 
just know cousin Lucy goes barefoot, even if she is a big 
girl, and of course, the baby cries all the time. My birth- 
day is next week, too. Can you imagine spending a vacation 
in a place like that? 

Tuesday, August 6th—Well, I am here at Sunnyside 
Farm, and I don’t like it a bit. My eyes are red with cry- 
ing, even if I will soon be nine years old. First thing Aunt 
Martha did was to make a plain old apron for me; then she 
said it looked “‘sweet.”” I have to comb my own hair, too. 
Cousin Lucy thinks because she is bigger than I am that 
she can tell me what to do, and the boys are always ““wrast- 
ling,” as they call it, and upsetting things. I almost hate 
everybody ! 


ee No. 2 


WEE WISDOM 
Wednesday Morning, August 7th—Baby Ann is 


sick, very sick, and they are not doing a thing for her. Dear, 
pretty little Ann, and to think I slapped her yesterday. 
Why don’t they do something for her? They just sit around 
with their eyes shut and let her lie there on the crib and 
moan. *Uncle Paul, she has the deagest little toes and 
dimples, and—if she don’t get well I con't see how I can 
ever have a birthday tomorrow. Dear little Ann! Oh, I 
can’t write any more; I believe I'll comb my hair, and wash 
the dishes, and sweep the floor, and everything else I can 
see to do. 

Thursday, August 8th—Baby Ann is well! I am 
so happy! I wish you could have seen how nice the kitchen 
looked after I had washed the dishes and swept, and 
straightened everything up nice. I was so happy, and even 
Lucy’s kitty-cat played on the floor with Bob’s two dear 
little white furry puppies. I was so busy and happy that I 
actually forgot Baby Ann was sick until Bob came in, 
gave me his ball (wasn’t that dear of him?) and told me 
that God had healed her, and she was well again. I told 
him I didn’t know God healed people any more. He was 
surprised and told me that God wasn’t a big man, but that 
he was Life and Love, and that he lived inside of everybody, 
even me! How can that be? Anyway, Baby Ann is well, 
and everything is just lovely. Cousin Lucy is a dear, and 
I believe I do love Aunt Martha, after all. The boys are 
calling me to play ball, so goodby. 

Friday, August 9th—I am so terribly happy, I can’t . 
sit still! When I woke up this morning the birds were chirp- 
ing, and Aunt Martha singing. She sings so sweet. I don’t 
know where it came from, but across a chair I saw the 
prettiest little white dress, made like my apron, only with 
some ruffles. I put it on, and thought of a new way to 
comb my hair that looked very nice. When I went down- 
stairs everybody clapped their hands and said, “Happy 
Birthday.”” What do you think; I had forgotten all about 
that! I felt so warm and “‘comfy’”’ (as Baby Ann says) 
inside that I wanted to cry, but I knew I had to open the 
packages on the table, and how can a fellow (that’s what 
Bob says) see with his eyes full of tears? 

There were nine dear little cakes with my name on 
them from Aunt Martha. Uncle Burt gave me an almost 
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grown-up rake and hoe, and the boys said I could have one 
corner of their garden for my very own. Just think! I am 
going to take care of it all by myself. Cousin Lucy gave me 
a pretty little crochet outfit, and is going to show me how to 
crochet. Baby Ann gave me a stick of candy; isn’t that 
funny ? 

After breakfast we cleaned house, then the boys and 
I went out to take care of our gardens. I just love to hoe. 
We rested a while, then we started for home, because we 
were as hungry as three bears. 

When we got there, what do you think we saw? There 
in the front yard was the prettiest long table, all decorated 
with crepe paper, yellow daisies, and just loaded with all 
kinds of goodies. My! but we were hungry, too. There 
are some of the nicest boys and girls on the next ranch, and 
they were there, too, so we had the grandest birthday out- 
doors! Everybody and everything is just lovely. It’s very 
odd, but just then I thought of Baby Ann and how she got 
well. Then I noticed that I wasn’t a bit tired, but that I 
was well and strong, and felt big enough to do all kinds of 
wonderful things. All at once I understood what Bob 
meant when he said God was Life and Love. Couldn’t I 
feel that Life inside me, and couldn’t I just see that Love in 
everybody and everything? Even the trees seemed to be 
talking about love as the wind rustled their leaves. Wait a 
moment; that sounds like a buggy— 

What do you think, Muzzer dear and Daddy have 
come! They didn’t have to take that trip, and now they 
are going to stay out here with me on this glorious farm. 
They both look so happy, and you should see Mother’s 
eyes sparkle! I heard Daddy say to Uncle Burt: ‘‘Well, 
well, did you ever in your life see anyone change so much 
in so short a time as that child?” I wonder if he meant me? 
I know he didn’t, though, for I haven’t changed a bit, have 
I Uncle Paul? Anyway, such a perfectly joyous birthday 
as this one has been? I wonder! 

Yours with oceans and oceans of love from your niece, 
PEARL. 


““When God made the lovely things— 
The fairest and completest, 
He made them little, don’t you know, 
For little things are sweetest.” 
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| A MOTHER’S DREAM 


Epna Popesta, 10 years 


One day May’s mother was reading a book in the 
library. May was out playing with her doll. Soon she 
came into the house and said, “Mother, may I go to the 
beach with Helen?” 

Mother replied, “Yes, but be careful.” 

“Yes, mother,” said May. While May’s mother was 
reading, she fell asleep. Helen and May were at the beach 
playing in the sand. Helen made a house and May made 
a tree. About two hours later May said, : “Come, Helen, 
let us go home. It is getting late.” 

When they arrived at Helen’s house they had their 
dinner. After dinner Helen went to May’s house. There 


_ they found mother sound asleep. 


May said, “Do not waken mother.” So they went to 
May’s room. A few minutes later Helen said, “May, your 
mother is calling you.’ 

When Helen and May got to the library her mother 
said, “‘Sit down and I will tell you what I dreamed. I 
dreamed a great monster was pulling me from the chair, 
pulling ever so hard. Then it disappeared and I awoke. I 
knew it was error trying to pull me away from the Truth. 
This is an absolutely true dream and shows no matter how 


hard we try, error will be bold enough to try to get in.” 


A ROSE AND A BUD 
CATHERINE Ear) 


Once upon a time there was a little rose growing alone, 
and it was very happy. There was a little girl saw this little 
rose, and thought she, too, would like to be happy like the 
rose. 

She watched it every day, and grew to like it more 
and more. She did not let weeds grow around it. One 
day she saw a little bud, which made her very happy. She 
took good care of: the little bud. It grew right near the 
pretty rose. One day, when the little girl was in the house, 
another little girl came and was just about to pick the rose, 
when the little girl came and told her not to pick it. She 
said it made her happy every day and she would be very 
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sad without it. The other little girl saw that the rose was 
very happy and thought how nice it would be to be happy 
like this little rose and little girl. 

This little girl thought it would be nice to love everyone 
and be happy like the other little girl. So this little girl 
became happy and loved everyone, too. These little girls 
became very good friends. One’s name was Violet, and 
the other’s Rose. 

Violet got sick and could not take care of her rose. 
Rose said she would be very happy if she could take care of 
it. She gave it good care and it grew prettier every day, 
and everybody admired it. 

One day Rose went to see Violet and told her how 
pretty the rose had grown, This made little Violet very 
happy, and Rose told Violet she would soon be well. 
When Rose went to bed she prayed for Violet to get well. 
The next day Violet told her mother she felt well enough to 
get up. So Violet got up and went to the door, where she 
could see the bud. The next day she went out. Rose had 
.taken good care of the rose and bud, so they were still pretty. 
Violet was very glad to see the rose and bud so well taken 
care of. Now Rose and Violet were very good friends, 
and loved each other very much. They also thought very 
much of the rose and bud. I suppose that they are still 
happy, and love each other as well as ever. 


THE CHEERFUL CHERUB 


GERTRUDE GRAY 


Well, Constance certainly deserved her nickname, 
“Cheerful Cherub.”” She was always smiling and making 
the dark corners shine. I'll give a good description of her 
and then I'll tell of some of the results of her smile. She 
had the loveliest golden curly hair of anyone I ever saw. It 
wasn’t that homely, streaky shade, but clear and gold. It 
was Dutch cut, and she wore a bright pink bow on one side. 
Her eyes were blue as the summer sky, and her cheeks were 
like roses. When she smiled her face was all dimples and 
it made one think of angels to see her. 

On one particular morning, after breakfast, she started 
out with a pink-and-white-barred gingham .dress on, and a 
sunbonnet to match. She wandered along the road, picking 
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flowers here and there, and at last she espied a little boy 
about her own age (five years young), sitting beside the 
road, scowling and pouting. 

She looked up and saw the sun shining and then said 
to herself, “I wonder what he is pouting for. The sun is 
shining, so it can’t be the weather. Guess I'll go and find 
out.”” So she walked along slowly and he did not look up, 
but kept right on scowling. Constance put on her best smile 
and said (dimpling as she spoke), “Hello, Scowls, I think 
I’ll hang my hat on your lips.” 

He [looked up. It was true, he was surprised, but he 
managed to scowl out: “Ya ain’t got no hat on.” 

““Well, my sunbonnet,’then,”” she smiled. ‘Come on, 
tell us what you’re groping "bout this lovely morning.” 

““Guess you’d grope if ya ma wouldn’t give ya any 
frosted cake fer breakfas’.”” 

- “Well, if that’s the difficulty you come over to my 
house and I’]] give you some breakfast.” In half an hour 
he was all smiles, too, and they were both hunting for a 
bird’s nest that had four wee birdies in it, which Constance. 
had discovered a few days before. 


THE UNSATISFIED IS SATISFIED 
THELMA Harpin 
NCE there was a little girl whose name was 
Susie Ray. She was only seven years of age; 
had golden hair and gray eyes. 

Her mother was a good little woman and 

T W Uli tried to make Susie happy by giving her several 
apy errands to do about the house for a small sum of 
money that she might use as she pleased. 

Her mother told her if she would bring in 
the stovewood, gather in the eggs and carry her baby brother 
out for a walk every day, she would give her twenty-five 
cents a week. Susie said she would, of course, and began 
planning what she would do with her money. 

She continued this for a week. However, she became 
tired and would not do her work well. She would only get 
the eggs about the house, and not bring in enough wood. 
She would walk too fast for the baby, and didn’t care for 
anything. ; 

She would watch the cats, birds and cows and wish 
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she was one, so she would not have to work. One afternoon 
she wandered away from the house by herself. She only 
went a little way till she met a fairy. The fairy asked her 
troubles. She told her she was so tired of work and wanted 
to be a little bird. 

The fairy changed her to a little sparrow. She flew 
away to where she lived and lit on a big oak. Several little 
boys were playing with her little brother. She began to sing, 
and the little boys would throw rocks at her, and hit her 
on the wing. She tried to talk, but it was impossible. So 
she flew away to where she met the fairy. 

The fairy asked her why she came back. She told 
her she wanted to be a cat; that a bird could not be happy. 
The fairy changed her to a cat. She started home, but lost 
her way in the woods. A dog ran her right in the kitchen 
witidow where her mother was cooking dinner. She got the 
broom after Susie; Susie tried to tell who she was, but she 
could not talk. A dog ran her off. She wanted to go to 
the fairy, but she was so tired and hungry she sat down on 
a rock and began to cry. She fell asleep and was awakened 
by a big dog running a cow. She looked around and saw 
the fairy. She asked the fairy to change her back to a little 
girl; she would rather work. . ; 

In the meantime, Mrs. Ray had subscribed for WEE 
Wispom for Susie. She would read the little magazine to 
her, and Susie found out it was well to work in mind as well 
as in body. 

She did her work so well her mother would not say 
anything to her about the past. 


BE AN OPTIMIST 


This little chicken just out of the 
shell 

Lives now in a new world and 
thinks all is well. 

Says, ““What is the matter, you 
earth folks? Do tell. 

Don’t know why you're grumpy? 
I do, and I'll tell. 

Fate isn’t against you, your're cracking some shell, 

And when you get out, sir, you'll say, “All is well.” 

—WNautilus, April, 1917. 


WEE WISDOM 
CONNIE’S FRIEND 


KaTHLEEN D. Brewster 


INCE there was a little girl; her name was Con- 
} stance Berry, twelve years old. Her father 
} was dead. Her mother and sister (for she had 
H one sister) called her Connie. Connie’s sister’s 
name was Jean. The Berrys were very kind 
peoplé, and they were good, but they weren’t 
rich, so Connie didn’t go to a boarding school, 
but to a public, which was no disgrace. Jean 
was nineteen, and she went out to work. 

Connie made friends with one girl, and her name was 
Mary Wells, and Mary said, “Oh, Connie, my little 
brother, Freddie, is sick. What shall we do? We think 
he is going to die.” ’ 

So Connie said, “I will tell you what to do; when you 
go home from school this morning, you just say a little prayer 
to God and he will help you.” 

But Mary said, “I don’t know how to pray. I have 
never prayed in my life.” 

““What,” said Connie, “you have never prayed to 
God, but,’’ said Connie, lowering her voice, “but who do 
you think keeps you day by day; gives you food to eat and 
clothes to wear?” 

“Well,” said Mary, “father buys them, of course.” 

““Yes,’”’ said Connie, ““but where did your father get 
the money from, and who made all these things? Mary, 
you must know.” 

“Well,” said Mary, “I have heard a little about God 
from what I learn at school, so I suppose he made them.” 

Just then they had to go in to school. All that morn- 
ing Connie was thinking about Mary and was thinking how 
glad she was because her mother had told her about God. 
After school Mary and Connie were walking home together 
~ and Mary said, “I hope Freddie won’t die.” 

Connie said, ‘“Well, Mary, you must pray about it.” 

“Well,” said Mary, “‘all this morning I have been 
thinking about it, Connie, and I was wondering why mother 
hasn’t told me about God.” 

Connie said, “‘Doesn’t your mother take you to church, 
and don’t you go to Sunday school?” 
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“No,” said Mary, “I do not, but when I go home I 
am going to ask mother why she hasn’t told me about God 
and why she hasn’t taken me to church.” 

Just then they got to Connie’s house. When Connie 
got in she told her mother all about it. 

~ “Well, dear,” said Mrs. Berry, “you must teach 
Mary about God.” 

“*Yes,”’ said Connie, “I will mother, and I know what 
todo. I will ask Mary to come with me to Sunday school.” 

When Connie went to school that afternoon she met 
Mary and she said, “Mary, will you come to Sunday school 
with me?” 

“Yes,” said Mary, “I will. I want to know more 
about God. When I went home I just said “Please, God, 
will you make me one of your children, and please, will you 
make Freddie well?’ ” 

All Connie could say was, “Oh, Mary, I am so glad.” 
Then they went in to school and after school they went 
home together. 

It happened that Mrs. Wells had to move away to a 
different place to live, so just before Mary was going (as 
she had come to see them off), Connie said, “‘Don’t forget 
God, Mary, when you are in trouble pray to him and you 
will be all right. 

So they parted at the age of twelve. About four 
years after, Connie’s auntie invited her to go and stay with 
her, and Connie went. Connie had been there about a week 
when she went into a shop to get something for her auntie, 
but who should come in but Mary, and she didn’t seem to 
know Connie, so Connie said, ‘How do you do, Mary.” 

Mary said, “Is it really Connie>’”’ Then she said, 
lowering her voice, ‘Oh, Connie, I am so grateful to you. 
I have been going on believing in God and I am so happy, 
because now Freddie is quite strong and is growing to be a 
big boy, and mother and father both believe in God, and 
every Sunday morning and night mother and father take 
Freddie and me to church, and in the afternoon Freddie and 
I go to Sunday school.” 

That shows what a little child can do, and if we all 
were like Connie, trying to make .people love God, this 
would be a much happier world. 
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WALDEN’S STORY 
(Dictated to his mother) 
R. Wavpen LEE, 6 years 

Once upon a time there was a little, little doggie, and 
he lived in a little house. 

One day he went out walking, and he saw a rose, a 
he said, “‘Good morning, Mrs. Rose.” 

And the rose said, “Good morning.” 

And the doggie said, “‘What are you doing this good 
morning 

And the rose said, “I’m just looking around at the 
road, and the teams and the meadow and the corn.’ Then 
the rose said, ““What are you doing >” 

And the doggie said, “I’m walking along ea road and 
looking at all the flowers.” 

Then the rose said, ““That’s good.” 

And the doggie said, ““Yes, it is good, but I’m getting 
a little hungry.” 

And the rose said, ‘“‘Have you any mother?” 

‘The dog said, “‘No.” 

Then the rose said, ““The way to get something to eat 
is to ask God.” 

Then the dog said, “Is it? I°ll just do that thing.” 

And he did, and went home and found God had put 
some food there, and little doggie ate, and said, “Good 
God, I thank you.’ 


SPEAK THE TRUTH 


Selected by IRENE PARKER 
Speak the Truth! 
Speak it boldly, never fear, 
Speak it so that all may hear 
In the end it shall appear. 
Truth is best in age and youth. 
Speak the Truth 


Speak the Truth! 
Truth is beautiful and brave, 
Strong to bless, and strong to save. 
Falsehood is a cowardly knave. 


From it turn thy steps in youth. 
Follow Truth. 
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AN OUT-DOOR LESSON 


L. Stuart ButrerwortH 


Away up in the mountains of New Hampshire, as I 
sat in the shade of a thick, healthy maple tree, I heard the 
sounds of sweet songs over me. It was late in the afternoon, 
the time when birds hold counsel with each other and give at- 
tention to the feeding of their young. As I listened it 
seemed as if each tried to outdo the other, just like little boys 
and girls and men and women do, in order to excel. My 
feathered neighbors did not know that I was listening, then, 
too, they were too busily engaged in their own affairs to 
bother about me. After a time a beautiful brown thrush 
and his mate flew down from a tree, and began digging into 
the ground with their bills, and feasting on the worms they 
found. They were in the midst of their banquet when a 
sparrow flew down and tried to avail himself of the bene- 
fits of their labor. The thrush did not seem to mind him at 
first, and, good to say, he acted out the Christ Spirit of non- 
resistance, not even seeming to resent the sparrow’s impu- 
dence. Bye and bye the thrush took his departure, and his 
mate with him, to their nest, leaving the sparrow to find his 
own worms. As I looked at him I said, ‘““You were very 
naughty to come and chase away those lovely song birds; 
you just remind me of a spoiled child that comes in and inter- 
rupts the play of other children.” 

The sparrow seemed to hear what I said. He looked 
up and stared at me, sitting there, and stood in the same 
position gazing at me for some time, so I continued: 

“Do you know, Mr. Sparrow, that it is wrong to fight? 
Now, you had better make up your mind that you must learn 
to love other birds, and share your feast with them, just 
like good boys and girls do.” 

Pretty soon the thrush and its mate came flying down 
again from their nest, and renewed their search for food. 
This time the sparrow flew away, and looked as though he 
had learned his lesson. 

God provides bountifully for all alike, and it’s just the 
same with birds as it is with children, they must not be 
ne and selfish if they would be happy and have every- 
one’s love. 
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SAYS SIR SMILE-UPS, “BE CHEERFUL” 


TIpDLE DE WINKS 


Said Smile-Ups, ““There are cheerful things, though many 
persons doubt, 
And there are also gladsome girls, though many of them 


pout, 
And there are also riches, though people say they’re poor, 
There really is no need at all to look so sad and dour. 
There’s joy within the atmosphere, though many often sigh, 
And stale bread is not meant for all, for I have here some pie. 
Why will you say the times are sad and that the days are 
long, 
Now wouldn’t it be twice as wise to change that doleful 
song? ? 
With cheerful ways and many smiles you'll find right here a 
blessing, 
For many words of joyfulness will keep the folks all guessing. 
With songs of faith and love, my dear, the world may be 
quite glad, 
There is no need to droop and sigh—why, then we would 
go mad. 
Potatoes have gone down a bit, while all the green things 


grow, 

Now surely this should cheer the heart, as many people 
know. 

So wipe your streaming eyes, my sweet, and show your smil- 


ing side, 
For all is good in all the land, whatever may betide. 


ABOUT THE NEW BOOSTER CLUB 
It is called the ‘Senior Booster Club,” and is a branch 


organization of the original Boosters, now called the “‘Junior 
Boosters.” The Senior Boosters comprise members who 
are past twelve, for it seems at about that age there comes a 
demand for a fuller and broader scope of the Booster idea 
and work. This is what the older members of the Unity 
Boosters felt, and so the Central Secretary, Royal Fillmore, 
officiated at the organization, Sunday, July 8th. 

It seems to have been a successful venture, for its 
membership has greatly increased. Our motto and colors 
are the same, except the addition of white to our colors, 
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which symbolizes purity. July 21st, Saturday, we had a 
picnic at Camp Wallace, near Dodson. We left Unity at 
about 2:30 p. m., in Royal’s car, as many as it would hold. 
The rest went on the street car. Bathing suits were the 
fashion after we got there. The stream ran through the 
grounds, and it was very warm. It was late in the after- 
noon before we went into the water. Royal, Herald and 
Mr. Wallace made very good swimming instructors. When 
it was time to dress for supper, most of us were good and 
hungry. By the time the girls had dried their shining locks, 
supper was ready, and I tell you it was some supper. 

After supper we played “Run, Sheep, Run!” and 
had a great time stumbling over rocks and sticks in the twi- 
light. To complete our perfect day, Royal and Herald 
took us home in their automobiles. The ride was delight- 
fully cool and refreshing after running and playing all day. 
We're going to help plan good times for the little Junior 
Boosters, too. Come, be a Booster, and help us with the 
good work and the good times that have been started. 


Tessie May. 


One of our Wees 
has sent in this little 
sketch of Ruth. 


Poy As the name is not 
LY on the card, per- 
haps the little artist 


will write again 


and tell us the story 
of Ruth the Glean- 
er, whom this por- 
trays. 


a, 
| 
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STORY OF A BEAR 


RutH Maynarp, 10 years 


Once there was a little bear, and he went into his den 
one morning to see if he had any nuts and honey. As he 
had only a little left, he thought he would go out and hunt 
something more for winter. When he got outside the door, 
he saw some kind of an animal’s track. He said to himself, 
““What kind of tracks are these? I will follow them and 
see what made them.” 

So, off he started and came to a brook where the 
tracks ended. Then he said, ‘“Where do they go now? —iIt 
seems to me they go through the water, so I guess I will 
swim across and find out.’ 

, he swam across the brook, and followed them to 
atree: Then the little bear said, ““They must go up into the 
tree.” 

So, he went up the tree and found some baby raccoons, 
but he did not hurt them. He just said, ““Aren’t they dear 
little things.”” 

Then he climbed down again, and went to hunt for 
honey for winter, because it was getting cold, and the snow 
was beginning to come down. Then this good little bear 
found all he needed for winter, and a nice, warm hollow 
tree to sleep in. 


& 


; This dear little Wee 

_| Has come here to be 

P | One of our Birthday party. 

| We're glad, for her face 
Makes a bright, happy place— 
‘| She’s sweet, and well and 
hearty. 


Alene Ethel Braman, 4/2 years 
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MARY JEANETTE’S BLESSING 


This blessing was written by a little girl of the Sacramento 
Sunday School, after a beautiful recovery, and with a desire to bless 
everybody. 

Give peace to the sailors on the sea; 

Give to the soldiers a blessing for me. 

Those who are sorrowing and those who are sad, 

Give them a blessing, make everyone glad. 
—Mary Jeannette Edwards. 


Little five-year-old Janet Trimble loves the Smile-Ups, and sends 
this little rhyme about them. 


Old daddy Long-Legs, 
He began to pout. 


When he found the “Smile-Ups,” 
He began to shout. 


Charlotte and George Henderson on their cranberry marsh. 


Here we have a cunning peep 

At Charlotte and George and their little ba-a-sheep. 
We'll all imagine them just as they seem, 

Shepherds wee, in pastures green. 
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GOD’S HAND 


PEARL 


=IRACE certainly did not like to wipe dishes, or 
dust, or run errands, and she just hated to sew. 

You see Grace is a very little girl, but 
} Mamma Dear says she is her helper. Grace 
loves Mother, oh, very dearly, but she would 
much sooner play all the time for that is such 
fun. One day she sat on her dear little low 
chair sewing on some dainty doll clothes, but 
she didn’t like it at all. Dolls are stupid things, anyway. 

Mamma Dear studied the unhappy face of her little 
daughter and decided that she would have to punish her, 
but she did not like to do that. “‘What else could she do?” 
she wondered. Grace must learn to sew, and to do things. 
She shuddered as she thought of how terrible it would be 
for Grace to grow up into a rough tomboy. Yes, she must 
punish Grace. Just then Mrs. Wells came in and the two 
immediately commenced to talk in quiet undertones. Grace 
could hear a word just once in a while. “Mrs. Reid must 
have help for a while, and the baby needs some new clothes, 
and’’—but Grace did not hear the rest. However, she was 
interested, and decided to find out from six-year-old Olive 
Reid what it all meant. 

A few moments run and Grace arrived at’ Olive’s 
home breathless, to find Olive in tears. Grace was only 
eight, and in all her short life she had never cried as Olive 
did then. It made her feel funny inside. For a time she 
forgot all about her own troubles, and how she hated to do 
things. She forgot that all she wanted to do was to run 
around and pick up pretty pebbles in the brooks or bright 
flowers in the woods. Away down inside of her she wanted 
to help Olive, or whatever or whoever it was made Olive 
cry. With a tenderness unusual to her she took the crying 
Olive in her arms, and together they went into the house. 
All of a sudden Grace felt that she just wanted to do 
things, and decided that since there were no grown-up folks 
around to boss her she would do so at once. She found 
Mrs. Reid in bed, and bathed her head with cool water. 
Mrs. Reid did not seem to notice that her little visitor was 
using a piece of an old white stocking for the purpose, and 
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Baby Buster’s pet drinking cup; she only thought how cool 
and refreshing the water was. Soon she was asleep and 
Grace led little Buster, who was just old enough to toddle, 
out into the kitchen. By this time Olive seemed in better 
spirits, for Grace was so cheerful, and, would you believe it 
—in a short time those two dear little girls had that kitchen 
as bright and shiny as a new penny, everything in order. 
Grace looked around with pride at her work, and with a 
happy sigh she picked up Baby Buster and undressed him, 
— his dear little dirty face and laid him in his own little 
crib. 

Half an hour later Mamma Dear and Mrs. Wells 
found two very happy -little girls, busy with needles and 
thread, trying their best to mend a big tear in little Buster’s 
dress. Something big and choky came into Mamma Dear’s 
throat, and something misty filled her eyes so that she could 
not see what Mrs. Wells thought about it. Gently she 
gathered her little girl to her, as Mrs. Wells took Olive. 
Mrs. Reid walked in at this time and found a gentle hush 
aver the room. Mamma Dear told her all about it, and with 
that sweet understanding smile which made everyone love 
her, Mrs. Reid called Grace over to her and holding out 
both her hands toward the two women said: 

“*These little hands are God’s hands, just as this little 
heart is God’s heart, and the desire to help real people, the 
desire to do real good is in this little mind—and in the 
minds of all other children. ‘When we learn to lead and to 
appeal to this inner spirit of loyalty and helpfulness within 
our children, then we will always find the love, the help, 
and the comradeship we desire with our little ones.” 

Grace did not know what all of it was about, but she 
had a nice, snuggly, comfy, satisfied feeling in her she had 
never known before, and she almost felt like kissing her own 
hands, for were they not God’s hands? Your hands are 
God’s hands, too, made to do lots of good things for others. 
Are you using your hands to make others happy? If not, 
just you try it, for you will find, as Grace did, that it is 
“‘worth while.” 


When you want to meet a smile 
Take one with you all the while. 


WEE WISDOM 


These little boys and girls are the work of Muriel Ander- 


son’s brain and pencil. 


HOW TO WEAR YOUR CLOUDS 
Selected by Marjory LINTER 
“The inner side of every cloud, 
They say, is bright and shining. 
And so, I turn my clouds about 


And always wear them inside out, 
To show their silvery lining.” 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 

+ seeped radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reporls—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. a 


= HACK TO school we all go! September is the 
a month of studies. It does seem that we hardly 
start our vacation when it is time to begin: les- 
sons again. As I write this, Roberta January 
peeps at me through the window. [I shall open 
it and let her in. Roberta may be named 
January, but she is as sweet as a day in June. 

Roberta has flitted out again, just as she 
came in—through the window. She told me about her 
demonstrations of the Truth. She always uses good words, 
and is never afraid. Sometimes she is at home all by herself 
at night, but she knows that God is with her and therefore 
there is not room for any fear thoughts. With God as our 
guard, what can harm any of us! 

Have you heard the news? We have moved into the 
new building, and WEE WispDom is being printed the very 
first thing on a brand-new press. WEE WISDOM always 
manages to get there first. 

There are lots of the Birthday visitors with us this 
month. They came a little too late to get in the Party last 
month, so we shall just have some more party this time. 
Next year they will come earlier and we shall have to make 
WEE WispoM ever so big to have them all at the August 
Birthday Party. 

The Junior Unity Boosters are going to have their 
monthly picnic Saturday. Alexander, our old Winton auto- 
mobile, has been made into a truck, and all of us Boosters 
will ride out to Eleanor’s and play games and eat water- 
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melon on her lawn. I wish that all the Boosters everywhere 
could come. We have had several Boosters visit us lately 
and they have all been to picnics or parties or something. 
One little girl came from away off in Canada. 

Next month let’s all write and tell about our school 
work and how we have been able to help our playfellows 
by teaching them that God is their Wisdom and oo. 

OYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We've all been awfully busy these days, gar- 
dening and canning things for the winter use, and I have earned quite 
a bit of money pulling weeds and riding the horse while others were 
cultivating. Virginia is up in the garden now, picking beans and 
berries, and mother is knitting on Red Cross stuff for the soldiers all 
her spare time, and praying for peace and harmony. I think that 
brick idea is just fine. Mother thinks it would be a good idea to have 
everyone in the Club buy a brick, and then we would have enough to 
have our Club name and motto inscribed on them. Other Clubs might 

like to help build the walls with their mottoes, too. Goodbye, 
Earnest Balizell. 


Earnest has miscalculated about the bricks, which are 
really one dollar each. However, he has already sent in a 
dollar, and Royal has arranged to have the inscription, “‘I. 
H. S.” (In His Steps), put on for the West Branch © 
Boosters. 

Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear ‘Wer Wispom-—You have been coming to me for one year. 

I am a little girl six years old. I have a dog, and a pony, and some 
rabbits, and a guinea pig, and some birds. Martha Townsend. 


Kokomo, Ind. 
Dear Wet Wispom—! was certainly glad to get you into my home 
again, and I want to thank the one who made it possible for you to 
come. Maybe some time I will be able to pay for some other little 
boy. My father is better, and I want all the Wees to pray for his 
full recovery. Myron Hicks. 
Gerald, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I wrote a letter last month, but as there 
were so many other letters and stories, I see my letter did not get 


published, so I am writing another. We elected different officers, and | _ 


am secretary, and Jewell Cowan, president and vice president. Our 
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next meeting will be the second Sunday in September. We are going 
to have our meetings once a month after this. I wish some of the 
Boosters would write to me, as I would like to get acquainted with 
them. My address is Gerald, Mo., R. F. D. No. 3. I sent Thelma 
Harding a birthday present, and I hope she received it: Lots of love 
to you all. i Sunsuine Rapiator Crus, Ella Pigeon, Sec. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI would like to join the Booster Club. I 
live in Senlac, Sask., Canada, but mamma and | are visiting Unity 
Center, here in Kansas City, now. I have taken WeE Wispom for 
about two years, and I like it very much, and intend to keep on 
taking it. Last night, in .the meeting in Unity Auditorium, I got the 
toothache, and I just said: “I am God's perfect child, and nothing can 
harm or hurt me. I kept on holding that thought for a while, and the 
toothache went away, and I haven't felt it since. I went out with the 
Unity Boosters last Saturday to Wallace Camp at Dodson. We had 
a lovely time, and went in swimming. At first, when | got into the 
water I was afraid, and took hold of a log which turned over and took 
me under the water with it, but | came up all right. Miss Smith and 
Royal gave me a swimming lesson, and Royal said I would soon learn, 
if I kept on. After awhile, when I was enjoying myself most, it was 
time to stop swimming and go to the camp. We waited a while for 
supper. It seemed a long time, because we were so hungry. When we 
sat down to eat, Royal kept us all laughing; he is so funny. Five of 
us went back to the city, and the rest stayed all night, and were late 
for Sunday school and church. From your loving Booster, 

Norma Dearing. 


Pasadena, Cal. 
Dear Wee- Wispom—I am sending you a poem that I made up 
myself. | have a Booster pin, and am trying my best to be. a true 
Booster. We have a nice Sunday school here, and I try to go every 
Sunday. Our teacher gives each in the class a red and blue card. The 
red is for punctuality, and the blue is for attendance. I hope we will 
soon have a Booster Club in Pasadena. Your sincere friend, 
Dorothy Madeline Ferguson. 


Nida Mura, Hioga Ken, Japan. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am nine years old, and been reading you 
for a year, and wish to have a pin, and join the Booster Club, though 
there’s no one here to join my Club. Although I live in Japan, | am 
English. I have a sister named Marjory. She is sixteen. I have 
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some rats and a dog who sits up and shakes hands. My rat's names 
are Whiskers, Rosey, Tim and Queeney. My dog's name is Jessy 
(Fox Terrier). My mother takes Unity and has joined the Good 
Words Club. Yours respectfully, Thea Farbridge. 


Sacramento, Cal. 
Dear Royal—My grandma sends me Wee Wispom and I like 
it very much. There is a Truth Sunday school here. I would like to 
join the Boosters. With lots of love, Mary Jeannette Edwards. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI am sending a little story for the Birth- 
day number, but am not sure it will get there in time, as it is so late. 
I don’t seem able to start a Booster Club, because there are no children 
here big enough to join. I am ten years young. I still have my 
Booster pin, though I can’t have a club. As we have no Unity 
Sunday ‘school near us, we have a lesson at home. With lots of love 
to all the Wees, Ruth Maynard. 


As we are continuing our Birthday entertainment, 
Ruth’s story will come all right. 

Cloverdale, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI have been taking you since December. 

I like you very much. I live in San Diego, but am visiting my cousin 

in Cloverdale now. She takes the WEE Wispom, too. My aunt gave 

us the WEE Wispom. I would like to start a Booster Club in San 
Diego. Yours truly, Elizabeth Roberts. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Will you kindly send me application blanks 
for the Booster Club. My brother and I wish to belong. I am also 
going to try and form a little club here. Will you please tell me the 
price of the Booster pins, as my brother and I wish to wear one when 
we become members. Please answer my letter as soon as you can. 
Very sincerely, Christine Barnard. 


We've sent Christine a little folder which explains 
about joining the club, and tells the price of the pins, and 
we'll send anyone else one who wants it. 


Lakewood, Ohio. 
Dear Wees—This is the first time I have written to you. I have 
had Wee Wispom for two years. I have just got through reading 
the Birthday Number, and think it is lovely. I am nine years old, 
and in the fourth grade. I go to Lincoln School. I send loads of 
love to everyone. Helen Pocock. 
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Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I have read your magazine for several 
years, and never with the thought of being a Booster, but last night I 
was reading it and I thought I would love to belong, for I just love 
to write. I do not exactly know everything to do, so could you send 
me a little note of information, as 1 so want to belong. I will inclose 
fifteen cents and I wish you would send me a Booster pin. My home 
is in San Francisco, but we have a home in a prune orchard in the 
Santa Cruz Mountains, where I spend the summers with my mother 
and sister, two years older than I, who has gone back to school now, 
but I am going to stay here with mother and go to a new country 
school. I am eleven years old, and it always happens that the date 
of my birthday comes while I am spending the summer here. Well, 

I must close now, dear WEE Wispom. Your new friend,* | 
Harriet Louise Ells. 


We're glad to welcome Harriet into the Club, and 
have sent her a little folder that will: answer all her questions. 
Calipatrea, Cal. 
Dear Wee WispomM—My real home is in Long Beach, but I am 
staying in Imperial Valley while my father puts in a crop of dwarf 
milo maize, commonly called corn. The Imperial Valley is a very 
interesting country to me, and I think it would be to any other Wee 
that wouldn't mind hot weather. It was once a great barren desert 
with only greasewood and sage growing upon it, but now it is being 
reclaimed by the introduction of an irrigating system. Many of the 
farmers of this valley were very much concerned about the rise of the 
Colorado River. If it had broken its banks near Volcano Lake many 
crops on thousands of acres would have been destroyed. I have read 
only one WeE Wispom, which my grandmother sent me, but I will 
read many more, as she subscribed for it for my brithday. I was 
eleven years old July 2d. If there are any other girls in the Imperial 
Valley who are Wees I would like to hear from them. With much 
love, Marion Whitaker. 


Perry, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have not been in for quite a month, but 
would like to join the Booster Club. May I? I am ten years old and 
I am in the fourth grade now. We have three little kittens and two 
old cats. We have a lot of chickens, too; some big ones and lots of 
little ones. We have two big horses and three cows and three pigs. I 
hope I can see my letter in next month. Viola Lohiser. 


We gladly welcome you into our Booster Club, Viola, 
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and we know you'll make a real live worker, too. We're 
expecting great things from you. 


Elsie Chan, Tucson, Ariz., writes a nice little letter, 
telling of her interest in WEE WIspDOoM’s teaching and of 
her desire to grow up to be a happy, good-natured woman. 

You are getting a splendid, sunny-hearted start, Elsie. 

Inez Busse, Urich, Mo., writes her second letter and 
tells of her good times, and how she enjoys her Booster Pin. 
She says we got her little niece’s name wrong. It’s ““Taty” 


instead of “‘Fatty.”” We beg her pardon for the mistake. 


Thomasville, Ga. 
Dear Doisetienst have been taking Wee Wispom since Decem- 
ber. I like it fine. It has been a great help to me. I have been read- 
ing your Booster letters, and I wish to become a member of your 
Club.’ My name is David Augustus Witherspoon. 


Thomasville, Ga. 

Dear Secretary—I read of the Booster Club in WEE Wispom. 

I want to join. I like it very much. I am eleven years old. My 
name is Martha Lucretia Witherspoon. 


Dear Boosters—I have enjoyed reading your beautiful letters. 
Wee Wispom has been visiting me for five months and I enjoyed it 
very much. I would like to become a Booster. You will find enclosed 
fifteen cents in stamps for a Booster pin. I am twelve years old and 
in the eighth grade in school. With love to all the Boosters, I remain, 
Your little friend, Sadie Halsey. 

Sioux City, Iowa. 

Dear Wee Wispom—Walden’s birthday was August Ist, but he 
didn’t get any inspiration until tonight, after I read him the Birthday 
Number. His story is original, both in wording and ideas, except for 
a little suggestion. So he thought maybe the Wees would enjoy 
something from so young a member. Walden'’s Mother. 


Walden’s little story will be found on page 10. 


Ruskin, Florida. 
Dear Wee Wispom—My little girl has just begun to learn to 
read and write, and this is her first attempt at a letter. I will have no 
peace until she has had the pleasure of posting this to you. She is 
only seven years old, but seems to have been very backward in learn- 
ing, though she has developed a remarkable memory for recitations, 


etc. She has memorized, “How Curtis Learned the Raggedy Man,” 
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and is going to give it in the school at an early date. Among other 
recitations she has given in public are “Casey at the Bat,” “Only a 
Pin,” “Somebody's Mother,” “The Stolen Custard,” and many others, 
but her ability to learn by sight has not kept pace with her ability to 
_memorize, and this effort to write a letter seems to have tickled her so 
much. It would break her heart if it were not mailed. We certainly 
like the Wee stories you give us each month. I, myself, am only 


"just beginning to take the Unity instructions, and find it is changing my 


whole aspect of things. I can only dimly see the possibilities of this 
law you teach regarding thought, but that it has a tremendous power, 
there is no doubt. I am very thankful your teaching has come to my 
notice, as I felt I was drifting, and groping for something, I knew not 
what. I am bringing my little girl up in the faith also, and note the 
difference in her by the eager questions and interest she takes in every- 
thing, then applies it to our Unity teaching. So far, my husband has 
resented all my efforts to become interested, but he insists that there is 
a marked change in me. I don't worry so much, and naturally I don’t 
worry him, so the benefits are spreading to him also. Sincerely, 
Mrs. Helene Rush. 


San Francisco, Cal. 
Dear WEE WispomM—We have started a new Sunday school on 
Haight St., near Cole. It began with fifteen scholars. Every Sunday 
we get some new ones. Now we have seventy Truth students. We 
expect to have two hundred in attendance by the end of this year. 
Miss J. Hopkins is our superintendent, and Erwin Morrison our 
secretary. Everyone that brings a new scholar gets a star to show he 
has helped someone into the Truth. We owe, I think, all that we 
know to our parents and teachers. On Mother’s Day we had some 
pictures taken and would like them in WEE Wispom. I enjoy my 
Sunday school immensely. We are planning for a library. Yours 

faithfully, Franciska Alsing, eleven years. 


E Kingsville, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little girl nine years old. This is the 
first letter 1 have ever written to you. I like the stories in WEE 
Wispom fine. I would like to join the Booster Club. I enclose thirty 
cents for two Booster pins, one for me and one for my brother James. 


With love, ; Elizabeth Ferguson. 


Fillmore, Cal. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Mamma takes Wee Wispom. I asked her 
how long she had taken it. “Five years, I think,” she answered. I 
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like to read the Booster letters in it. A story was in the last issue, 
written by Lucy Kellerhouse. The name was “Thoughts With Wings.” 
I liked it because it is true. I am eight years old; my brother is ten. 
His name is Frank. He and | have joined the Good Words Club. 
My birthday is July 15. I will be nine. I learned the “Prayer of 
Faith.” Last night there was a fire at Nordoff. It looked as if it 
was over the hill. My brother said it looked near, just to scare me. 
I said, “God is my help,” over and over again, and went to sleep. 
Your little Booster, Muriel Sheldon. 


East Providence, R. I. 
Dear Wee Wispom—l! have three of the darlingest little roly- 
poly kittens you ever saw. They are all white, too. Their mother is 
white and her mother was white. One of my friends had three black 
ones. Their mother was a tiger cat. I haven't said anything about 
the birthday party, but I would like to be there. I hope this letter will 
reach you in time. Yours sincerely, Esther Lois Rich. 


New York, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I would have written last month, but I 
was too busy. School closed the first of June, and since then I've not 
had a chance to write you, until today. The last time I wrote, the 
poems I sent were not really composed by myself, though I thought 
they were very nice. So this time I am sending you one that is made 
up out of my own head, and I'm going to try to draw a sketch to 

send you later, too. Sincerely, Laurel F. Tarkington. 


WHAT SUMMER BRINGS 


Laure. F. TarKINGTON 
As I lie on the grass in summet, 
I hear a soft voice call: 
Wake up, boys and girls, and be happy, 
For ‘tis early to dream of the Fall. 


I bring you good tidings of birds and of trees, 

I bring you sweet honey, just made by the bees; . 

Yet you dream of the fireside, and cold winter days, 

Awake, girls and boys, and be happy with me. 

Honeoye Falls, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have had Wee Wispom for eight months, 

and I enjoy it very much. I am ten years young and enjoy the magic 
pillows. I use them at 9 a. m. morning, 12 noon, and 9 p. m. night. I 
inclose fifteen cents for a pin. I am sending a poem for the birthday 
party. I have four sisters and four brothers. I am going to start a 
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club with my sisters and brothers. I have a garden, and | take care of 
it. I will close. With love to all the Boosters, from your true friend, 
Madeline Gade.: 


Madison, Maine. 
Dear Wer Wispom and Boosters—I hope to get this letter in, in 
‘ time for the Birthday number. I am just getting over the mumps. I 
had them the Fourth of July, so I could not celebrate very much, but 
the parade went by our house, so I didn’t miss that. It was fine. 
A little boy dressed as Uncle Sam led the parade. What are the 
Boosters doing on their vacation? I started to work for a lady who 
needed help in a mill, but took the mumps the first day and had to go 
home. I'm planning to go back soon. My! how I'd love to go 
strawberrying! My mother has gone this afternoon. She went this 
forenoon and got enough for supper. I've just been reading the story 
in July Wee Wispom, “The Little Helper.” It is a lovely story, 
I think. I am sending a story, and hope to see it in print. I fear I 
am taking too much space, so I will close, wishing prosperity and 
happiness to all the Boosters. Yours truly, Gertrude M. Gray. 


Halls Valley, San Jose, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have never written before. I like my 
Wee Wispom very much. I have taken it for three years. 1 like 
to read the letters and the bedtime stories. I like the “Magic Pillows,” 
too. I am fourteen. I have five brothers and sisters, and I am the 
third one in the family. My oldest sister is sixteen. She is in her 
second year at high school. My oldest brother is fifteen. He is in 
high school, too. My next brother is twelve, my next sister is nine, and 
the baby is six. I graduated last month. My youngest sister likes 

Wee Wispom best. Your loving friend, Beulah Butler. 


Flushing, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I am enclosing a story that I wrote for the 

- Birthday number in August. Hoping that you will accept it, yours 
truly, Margaret Poey. 


Here is what Bert Parker’s mamma writes us from 
Detroit, Mich., about Bert: 

This is my baby Bert’s birthday. He was six years young at five 
minutes of one o'clock today, and he passed into the first grade from 
the kindergarten, and he is quite proud of it. Bert would like to 
know how far Curtis is advanced in his studies, as we always think of 
him when writing to the Wees, and when Curtis was a baby, Bert was 
a baby, too. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, SEPTEMBER 9 
THE BENEFITS OF TOTAL ABSTINENCE.—Daan. | :8-20. 


GotpeEN Text—Daniel purposed in his heart that he would not 
defile himself with the portion of the king's meat nor with the wine 
which he drank.—Daniel 1:8. 


Although Daniel was a captive in Babylon, he sities in his 
heart to live up to his highest knowledge. Babylon means “confusion.” 
It is comparatively easy to live our best when everything goes smoothly, 
but when things get confused and out of tune, we are not always so 
faithful as Daniel. The wine and meat of the king might be taken to 
mean the unreal things of the outer world, the false treasure, which 
does not give lasting satisfaction. The pulse and water, which Daniel 
and his friends requested, would then be the real, true, lasting things 
of the inner or spiritual world. They would mean those things which 
bring eternal satisfaction and contentment. Some people say, “When 
I know more of the Truth, | will commence to live it.” In the mean- 
while they try to find joy in the flesh and wine of the world. Then a 
queer thing happens to these people. They discover that no matter 
how much they may have, they are never satisfied. The contentment 
and joy they are seeking does not come to them. In their ignorance 
they reach out for more and still more things, until at last it all turns 
to dust and ashes in their mouths. Then, if they still have not learned 
their lesson, they declare that life is a failure. If they have gained 
wisdom from their experience (and that is what experiences are for), 
they realize that what they have tasted was not life at all. They have 
tried to live on unrealities, and it was not at all satisfactory. If you 
and | have been doing this, we should right about face. We should 
determine that we will live the truth we know, in spite of everything. 
No matter how others around us are doing or thinking, we will do and 
think only good. No matter how people may misunderstand or try 
to lead us away from the true life, we will be “strong in the Lord and 
the power of his might.” We will do this, not because we wish to be 
stubborn, but because we know it is the true way of life, and the only 
way to teach others to see it is to live it ourselves. Then we will be 
using the wisdom of Daniel, which is the wisdom of Spirit. 
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Lesson 12, SEPTEMBER 16 | 
THE FIERY FURNACE.—Daniel 3:16-27. 


GotpeN Text—When thou walkest through the fire, thou shalt 
not be burned; neither shall the flame kindle upon thee.—Isaiah 43:2. 

“Faith, hope and love, and the greatest of these is love,” but the 
next is faith. What is faith? Perhaps you will say that to have faith 
in a thing is to believe in it. Yes, but it is so much more than that. 
Faith is an inner quality, and for that reason it is so hard to describe 
in terms of the outer world. It is to know, but to know—not with the 
eyes because we have seen, nor the ears because we have heard—not 
even to know with the brain because we have thought—but with the 
soul because we have listened to the voice of the Christ within. That 
is the sort of faith which carried the three men of whom today’s 
lesson speaks, calmly and safely through the fiery furnace. It was not 
a miracle, if by miracle we mean something irregular, and not ac- 
cording to law. It was the working of an eternal law. It would work 
for you and me just as it worked in Bible times, if we fulfilled the 
law. If our faith be strong enough, there is nothing we cannot do. 
Few of us are apt to have our faith tested by a literal fiery furnace. 
There are many ways in which our faith may be tried. If we have 
been saying, “God is my health, I can’t be sick,” and then at the first 
sign of pain forget about God and rush for outside aid, our faith has 
been tried and found wanting. The time when things are a bit murky 
is the time to prove that our faith in the Christ within is firm and 
unchanging. 


Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 23 
DANIEL IN THE LION’S DEN.—Daniel 6:10-23. 


Gotpen TeExt—The angel of the Lord encampeth round about 
them that fear him, and delivereth them —Psalm 34:7. 

Our lesson last Sunday showed the power of faith to protect. 
Today’s lesson is another instance of this power, and also tells us how 
to establish and develop this faith. Daniel was loyal to his God. He 
remained faithful to the Christ within, even in the face of what seemed 
like certain destruction. When our faith is as strong as that, nothing 
will disturb or harm us, no matter how dark thinks may seem. The 
important thing is how to acquire this faith, which protects and upholds 
and strengthens. The knowledge is contained in these words: “He 
kneeled down on his knees three times a day and prayed.” The only 
way to develop faith is through prayer. It is not necessary to get down 
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on our knees. That means that we must bow our will to the Divine 
Will. ‘Not my will, but thine be done.” Do we all understand what 
is meant by prayer? It is claiming that which is ours as children c‘ 
God. All life and joy are ours but we do not realize them, nor 
benefit by them unless we claim them. If we get still and know that 
all good is ours, every day, our faith will grow firm and strong. Our 
lives will be healthy and harmonious, and we will realize our oneness 


with the Source of Good. 


Lesson 14, SEPTEMBER 30 
REVIEW. 


Gotpen Text—The Lord is merciful and gracious, slow to anger, 
and plenteous in mercy.—Psalm 103:8. 

In looking back over the lessons of the quarter, we will notice that 
most of them have as their central thought, faith in God, faith in God's 
mercy, or God's protection, or God's goodness. There is no better 
way to review than to select the central Truth in each lesson, and apply 
it to our own lives. 


Lesson 1, OcTOBER 7 
PSALM OF DELIVERANCE—Psalm 85:1-13. 


Go.peN Text—They that sow in tears, shall reap in joy.— 
Psalm 126:5. 


This lesson is a psalm of deliverance. It is a prayer to be 
brought back from the unrealities people have been believing in so 
long, to the real life within. Then comes the song of praise and 
thanksgiving for the good which comes when we turn to the within. 
There is a very important sentence in verse eight: “I will hear what 
God the Lord will speak.” If we would have our lives full of love 
and joy, if we would be guided by Infinite Love and Wisdom, then 
we must be willing to listen to the voice of the Christ within. When 
we can be still and shut out all the outer noises so that we can hear the 
I Am speaking, we are on the road to Jerusalem. When we hear the 
voice and heed it always, we have established ourselves in Jerusalem, 
which is the City of Peace in the center of our being. The more we 
practice getting quiet and listening, the easier it will be to hear. The 
outer thoughts of trouble or lack will cease to enter our minds, because 
we will be connected with the Source of all Good. Then we will have 
come into our own as God's children, and our lives will be a constant 
psalm of praise and thanksgiving. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


OUR COUNTRY HOME 


Last month Curtis told you we were 
going to have a place in the country for 
the summer-time. 

Well, we have it, and here we are. 
The paper daddy got with it just said, 
“*So many acres of land in such and such 
a section, etc.,”” but when we got here 

we discovered we had ever and ever so 
- many things the paper didn’t say a word 
about. Now, there’s the hedge. It’s 
worth just oodles. Every day Curtis and I find out some- 
thing about it which makes it more valuable to us. Would 
you believe that when we first came, daddy and I thought 
maybe we'd better have it cut down. We thought it might 
shut off the air, but it does not. Nota bit. There’s just 
plenty of air—bushels and bushels of it. We call our hedge 
the apartment house, and it is just full of the loveliest neigh- 
bors. We thought—son and I—that we might possibly be 
a tiny bit lonesome out here all the long daytime. You see 
‘daddy has to drive to the office every morning, and he does 
not get back until just about an hour before sleepy time. 
Of course, we are glad to see daddy’s spot light shining 
down our lane in the evening, “cause he’s our daddy. But 
lonesome! Well, I should say not. You see then we didn’t 
know about the neighbors. In one of the apartments Sammy 
Jay lives, and | believe he is the noisiest neighbor we have. 
He and the red squirrel in the elm across the way argue just 
like some folks I know. They seem to think the one who 
talks loudest and longest has the best of the argument. 
Then there are the brown thrushes and Bob White and his 
relatives. There is a woodpecker who visits the apartments, 
when he isn’t too busy. There are ever so many families 
whose names we haven't learned yet. However, we hope, 
with the aid of our bird dictionary, to be able to address 
them properly very soon. 
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There’s a dear little rabbit who sits in the shade of the 
hedge and nibbles away, glancing up now and then in the 
friendliest sort of a way. 

In common with many other apartments, our hedge 
conceals a mystery. Last evening, when Curtis and I were 
walking in the pasture, we heard the queerest noise. We 
stopped real still and listened. It came again, and I walked 
along the hedge until I discovered that it came from the 
last apartment but one. I couldn’t see who was making the 
noise. It sounded something like a cat spitting. It com- 
mences about dusk, and continues about half an hour. 
Then we don’t hear it again until next evening. If any of 
you Wees who live in the country can tell us who our strange 
neighbor is, Curtis and I would be very glad to know. He 
has a most unpleasant voice, but he may improve upon 
acquaintance. Curtis says, ‘““Come on out and the blue jay 
will. tell you all about it, if the red squirrel does not in- 
terrupt.”” 


“AUNTIE D’S BLESSING” 
Little Robert, five years old, was anxious for a bless- 
ing he could say when papa was away, so his Auntie wrote 
this one for him; and he calls it ““Auntie D’s Blessing:” 


I thank thee, dear Jesus, 
For clothes and for food. 
Now, bless us I pray thee, 
And make us all good. Amen. 


GOD MADE ALL THINGS 
MapbeLine GaDE 
God made the sun, the moon, and the stars to shine above. 
He made the birds that sing so sweetly. 
He created all creatures to live upon the earth. 
He made the rivers, ocean and seas. 
He made the hills so steep and high. 
He made everything on earth. He made you and me. 
So let us thank him for it. 
I pray the prayer of Plato Ald: 
make thee beautiful within, 
And let thine eyes the good behold 


In everything, save sin.”” 
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A SEPTEMBER KID 


I like the months of all the year, 
For every one brings something dear ; 
You will not think it very queer, 
I’m partial to September. 
It was the month that brought me here, 
And mother holds it very dear, 
And loving friends from far and near 
Bring me presents and good cheer, 
Since ever I remember. 


I wonder how many September Wees 
and Boosters there are among us! 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 
I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the nolice. 
Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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